i^ATER      UNDER     THE     BRIDGES
must have been watching like a lynx, and when he saw me start off
nothing was going to stop him from seeing to my safety and conveni-
ence. Such are the Albanians when they have learnt to know and
trust one. The Italian High Commissioner was less well looked after
and less fortunate. He tried to do the same as I did. When he did
reach the quayside ten minutes after I had got there, he had lost his
hat and his pocket-book, his coat was torn and his collar crumpled,
and he looked a picture of misery.
I lunched on board the s,s. Arabic with the Haringtons, and half an
hour before the long procession of warships and troopships got under
weigh I said good-bye and went on board the Makook^ which was
waiting for me alongside, I took Colonel Baird with me, and instead
of returning to shore we steamed down past Seraglio Point into the
Sea of Marmora and waited there for the procession to start. When
it did so we turned round and steamed back to Constantinople, passing
as close as possible alongside the Allied vessels. It was a bit dramatic,
but it was an emotional twenty-four hours. They were going home
and we were going back to a city in which the wind was blowing like
a tornado and in which no one quite knew what the Turks would do
when once more in undisputed possession of it. Everyone was buying
fezzes there now; so much so that the supply had run out. All the way
along the line we were vociferously cheered, and especially so by the
Guards battalions, who were on the Arabic with Harington. The last
of the procession was a British battleship flying the flag of Admiral
Watson. Her band was on deck and played the'salute as we went
under her stern. In a few seconds we would have passed, and instead
of remaining at attention as I should have done, I just could not help
waving good-bye to the Admiral, who was standing by the band.
Quick as a flash he turned to the band, which broke off the salute and
switched to "Auld Lang Syne,'* and it was to that tune that I said
farewell to the British forces of occupation. Nor was that all As we
were coming alongside the quay we passed the American High Com-
missioner's yacht (the Archimedes, I think its name was). Never
before had it paid the slightest attention to the British High Com-
missioner's flag. But there, too, emotion was the order of the day,
for as we went by what should her band do but play the British
National Anthem!
That was the end of our five years* occupation of Constantinople,
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